Chapter 8 


“The beginning is the end is the beginning, huh?” 


Justin and the group had been following Koromaru around after their latest idea of 
having the dog try to trace their culprit’s scent instead. It seemed that had been 
what the dog had been following since the beginning anyway. It wasn’t their way to 
Chie, sure, and that broke Justin’s heart just a little, but it was the means to finding 
out what the way to Chie was, and for seeing that the man who had done this to 
them faced punishment for his wicked deeds. The walk was surprisingly short; but 
that wasn’t quite as surprising as where they had been lead. It seemed that the 
culprit’s scent had lead them right back to the motel; more specifically the building 
across from it. It was run down and cryptic, most likely used as an apartment 
complex or something until funding was cut off. That wasn’t what mattered though; 
what mattered was Koromaru had stopped here. This was where the scent trail 
ended. This was where they would finally confront their culprit. At least; so they 
hoped. 


“You mean to tell me the culprit’s been here the whole time!?” Yosuke shouted with 
annoyance. They had gone so far, dealt with so much shit, and yet they didn’t even 
have to go further than a few feet from their rendezvous point. It did cement their 
theory they were being watched this entire time, though it did beg the question why 
he stayed. Why was he just watching? Was he getting some sick kick out of all of 
this? It was so confusing yet so irritating at the same time, to think this was all just 
some game for someone. 


“You sure this is the place Koromaru?” Maya spoke, crouching down to her knee to 
speak to the canine. Koromaru of course simply barked with glee. He always did 
when Maya interacted with him; yet somehow it seemed like Maya had some sixth 
sense that allowed her to differentiate the barks and determine the message the 
dog was trying to convey. In this case it was confirmation; nothing more, nothing 
less. Maya nodded a bit before patting Koromaru on the head, the dog simply 
yipping with pleasure as her fingers coursed through his fur. “Yep, this is it alright.” 


“We've still got an hour left, let’s get this over with quickly so we can get to what 
really matters.” Justin barked before pushing his way past the group, kicking open 
the door ever so lightly to gain access inside. The others would have stopped him 
from just bursting into someone’s house, but it was pretty clear this place hadn’t 
seen human life in quite a long time. Or at least, not as a resident. The only person 
they’d be disturbing was their suspect, and fuck what he wants. He ruined 
EVERYTHING; his rights to privacy had been forfeit the moment he fucked with 
Justin and his friends. 


And so the group slowly followed Justin into the building, old, dusty, and from 
appearances, not entirely structurally stable. Justin couldn’t help but cough a bit as 
the dust floating around in the air made its way to his lungs. Someone should really 
hire a cleaning lady for this place; but then, Justin wasn’t here for decorating tips. 
The man slowly crept around the house, checking every room and every corner for 
anything that was human appearance, slowly ascending the stairs after checking 
each floor out completely. It wasn’t exactly a pleasant experience; it reminded him 
of sour days gone by, a sad past to say the least. He had nothing on Maya though; 
this place looked almost exactly like that apartment building back in California from 
the inside, and that scared the ever living shit out of her. She was almost afraid to 
step inside the building, but she had to reassure herself that it was nothing but a 
building. Things change, and what had happened years ago couldn't possibly 
happen again. Especially not here, especially not now. 


“So what do we do when we find him?” Yukiko questioned as they slowly climbed 
the stairs, trying to find their culprit. She brought up a good question actually. Once 
they had their man, what were they going to do about it? They obviously couldn’t 
just leave him there, but waiting for the cops to arrive would take too long. And 
then there was still a matter of getting information out of him. Given his interest in 
the group however, it’s quite probable he’d be willing to part with such information. 
But they wouldn’t know for certain till they found him. Until then, they should just 
focus on finding the guy. They could figure everything else out later. 


“We ask him what he know, and if he refuses to tell us... we beat him within an inch 
of his life.” Justin remarked, though it was hard to tell if he was joking or not. No one 
dared to ask; they’d find out soon enough anyway. The group slowly ascended the 
stairs, minute by minute, step by step, time slowly frittering away as they tried to 
find their guy. And yet even as time passed they couldn’t see hide nor hair of the 
man. They were beginning to lose hope they’d ever find the guy. 


And then they found the roof. 


Justin sighed a bit as he kicked open the door, at first fearing that their suspect 
wasn’t here after all, and that they had just wasted ten minutes searching for a man 
long out of their reach. You could imagine the sense of ecstasy that swept across 
Justin’s face, fused with pure rage as he laid eyes on the man sitting on the edge of 
the roof, starring out into the horizon as if to watch the city as it changed before his 
eyes. He had long grey hair, way past his shoulders and face, and for some reason 
he wasn’t wearing a shirt. He was a long and lanky, pale in skin color, dark tattoos 
Spanning across his long, bony arms. Justin couldn’t see it yet, but the man had 
golden eyes; and that wasn’t even getting into that creepy grin. Justin didn’t know 
the man’s name, but he fit the description they got before. This was their suspect. 
The rest of the group son followed Justin through the door, expressions of surprise 
slowly turning to that of anger as they laid eyes on the man. All except for one 
Yukari, who had never been more flabbergasted in all her life. 


“But wait, that’s-!” 


“_,.Faster than expected.” The grey-haired man spoke up, with a slight sigh, a 
sinister tone to his voice as he sat there, dangling his legs over the edge of the 
rooftops. Justin slowly approached the man as he spoke observing with aggravated 
eyes and a balled up fist. This bastard had been nothing but trouble for them since 
the very beginning. “That was quite a show. You've been rather busy these last few 
hours.” The grey haired man went to chuckle, but that immediately turned into a 
cough, his entire body leaning forward as he spat into his fist. It was a rather rough 
cough, though whether that was apparent by the sound of the cough itself or 
because of the blood that had shot out of his mouth and onto his fist was another 
question entirely. Still, despite the asshole being clearly sick as all hell, Justin was 
not deterred in his quest for payback. 


“You motherfucker!” Justin shouted before punching the fucker in the side of his 
skull, causing him to twist around and spit even more blood to the side. Despite 
being rather scrawny and clearly not in the best of health it seemed he wasn’t all 
that disjointed by the blow. He simply realigned his jaw a bit with his hand a slight 
glare on his face. That wasn’t the reaction he was expecting; from what he had 
observed of Justin he was much looser than that. But then, he was also drunk as 
fuck, so that probably didn’t go too far. “Is this all some goddamn game to you!? Do 
you not get what you did, YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!” And again, a second punch. 
Even though the bastard no doubt could see it coming he didn’t even react as he 
received a second blow to the head. Justin was going to go for a third punch, but at 
this point Yu had ran up and stopped Justin from taking another swing. They 
couldn’t interrogate the man if he couldn’t breathe without a tube down his throat. 


“You’re supposed to be dead!” Yukari shouted at the grey haired man as he crawled 
away from Justin, shakily making his way to his feet. He looked sickly, weak even, 
clearly not being able to stand without trouble. It was strange seeing that their 
culprit couldn’t even stand up straight; how could a man like this cause so much 
chaos and destruction. Hell how did he even have enough strength to go to work, to 
sabotage the drinks like that. This guy looked like he should have been in a hospital 
bed, not a roof looking over the city. A couple of confused eyes found their way to 
Yukari, though they eventually darted back to the suspect. They didn’t need him 
trying to make a run for it after all. 


“We all were supposed to be.” The grey haired man chuckled a bit as he wobbled to 
his feet, eyes squinting in a sly glare, golden eyes still shining like a lightbulb in the 
dark. Justin knew what the golden eyes usually implied, a shadow of some shape or 
form, but there was one problem. This man spat up red blood, not the usual purple 
a shadow bled. It seemed very unlikely, but it seemed his golden colored eyes were 
in fact natural. Much like Maya’s green eye color was in fact their natural tone. It 
was strange, but not entirely unheard of. “Either way, it shouldn’t be a problem for 
much longer.” He spoke before coughing in to his hand again. It didn’t really take a 


genius to tell what the implications of Revolver Jesus’s words were. He was sick. 
Very sick. But then, if he was so sick; why would you even pull a stunt like this? Get 
some fucking help, man. 


“Friend of yours?” Justin questioned in an aside to Yukari. He wasn’t quite sure what 
was going on as far as that angle went, but it was pretty clear she knew something. 
And what exactly did she mean ‘supposed to be dead?’ Why did Justin get this 
sinking feeling in his gut that Yukari was actually some sort of psychotic murderer, 
and this guy just the guy who lived to tell the story? Yeah, probably a little overkill 
with the conspiracy theory, but Justin could buy it. Yukari averted eye contact for a 
moment, biting her bottom lip as she contemplated how to word this without giving 
away any of what had happened with the Dark Hour. No one could know about that 
but the people that had been there. 


“You could say that... His name’s Takaya. We’ve had a couple of run-ins. He has a, 
uh... fatal condition. | thought he died months ago; but | guess you can’t believe 
everything you see.” Yukari delicately put it, trying to leave out the parts where 
Takaya was actually a complete evil bastard and had tried to kill them on several 
occasions. It would just lead to more questioning into the matter, and that would 
lead back to what had happened with SEES. And quite frankly, she’d like to forget 
all about that stuff anyway. Naoto sighed after a moment, rolling her eyes a bit. She 
didn’t have time for backstories right now; they had work to do. 


“Inaba Police Department.” Naoto interrupted the melodrama, flashing her badge to 
the grey haired man for a moment. There was no denying this was their guy; he 
matched the description they received perfectly AND he clearly had knowledge of 
the drunken shenanigans. Match that with a scent that proves he had been 
following them around and actually made contact with Justin at one point. She had 
more than enough proof of his involvement. “You’re under arrest. You have the 
right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court 
of law.” The grey haired man stared at the police officer for a moment before 
laughing in an almost maniac fashion. 


“I'm sorry officer, but I’m afraid that’s not gonna happen.” The man continued to 
laugh, clearly not threatened by Naoto in the slightest. Which was kind of stupid 
when you can barely stand. Well, there was one way of making it clearer that they 
meant business, that he WAS going downtown whether he liked it or not. And that 
was Justin and Naoto simultaneously pulling out their guns and training them on 
him. 


“I'd beg to differ.” Justin remarked snidely, revolver aimed straight at the asshole’s 
chest. He’d go for the head, but killing him would only make things harder for them 
to get answers. And besides, who was going to justify Justin shooting this guy in the 
head just for drugging their drinks? That was disproportionate retribution to the 


highest degree. No, killing him would be a huge mistake, and Takaya clearly knew 
it. “Tell me something you prick; why’d you do it?” 


“Why? It’s quite simple really. Only be striving to live every moment to its fullest 
can we truly be satisfied.” Takaya mused aloud, pacing around slightly, hand along 
his waist in what looked like him trying to hold his pants up. He wasn’t of course, it 
was just the way he stood. “We fritter away every day, working for a better 
tomorrow, yet we never stop to truly enjoy the present. So we remain miserable, 
thinking that the future will be brighter, that if you just work a little harder 
everything will turn out for the better. But then the next day comes and you do the 
same, repeating an endless cycle until finally your life comes to an end. You all 
waste life in search of non-existant meaning instead of living in the moment...” 


“..Are you fucking shitting me right now?” Justin choked up, jaw slightly open with 
disbelief. He thought he was getting what Takaya was trying to say, and if he was 
right... What... the... fuck? How is that even a reason to do something like that? You 
don’t just go and drug a bunch of teenagers so they could ‘find meaning in life.’ You 
know what? Justin didn’t learn shit about life. If ANYTHING, Takaya had gone and 
ruined his life, made him and his friends do things that no sane person should have 
to live with. His plan backfired; they were taught NOTHING. 


“| don’t believe it’s a secret to any of you that | am not in the best of health. | have 
to work on a daily basis to get the funding for my medication; but even that is 
Slowly killing me.” Takaya continued, ignoring Justin. He didn’t quite get it yet, even 
if he thought he did. “Months now I’ve wasted the little time | have just to buy 
myself a few more precious seconds. I’ve watched as you kids come and go in that 
club, satisfying your urges for even a few hours in your life. That is the way 
everyone should live, giving into their desires. But alas, when the club closes, 
everyone goes back to the cycle of working for tomorrow, but never being able to 
grasp it.” Takaya sighed for a second, a devilish grin slowly creeping across his 
face. “And then | had a theory, a hypothesis if you will. The only reason they were 
able to live if for only a few hours in their life was because they were drunk off the 
atmosphere. In a drunken state of mind, one cares for nothing but what their heart 
yearns for; that is why they found satisfaction in the night. And | wondered; what 
would happen if one were always to be drunk off the atmosphere. Would they give 
into what their heart truly desired? Would they then live in the moment?” 


“You mean to tell me you drugged us JUST to test some fucking idea you had? That 
we'd ‘live in the moment?’ | should pull this trigger right now you piece of shit.” 
Justin growled at Takaya, slowly approaching the bastard, gun still drawn. Why? 
Probably to punch the fucker again; no one would object after hearing the criminal’s 
motivations. “And getting drunk for a night is not being drunk forever, you dumb 
shit. No one can be drunk forever; OTHERWISE IT’S NOT BEING DRUNK!” 


“But of course; | realize that. The events that conspired last night was nothing more 
than a test, to see if one could find bliss in a drunken state of mind.” Takaya 
remarked, turning back away from the cityscape behind him to face Justin, a quick 
wave of his hand as if to wipe away the annoyances of Justin’s constant vulgarities 
and ignorance. “The results were interesting to say the least. | have never seen a 
more destructive grouping of teenagers than what | saw last night.” He mused to 
himself. Given that he knew people like Yukari here who denied humanity it’s one 
true desire, he’d say that was saying a lot about the group last night. “It reinforces 
a theory | had long ago; humans desire nothing but salvation through their mutual 
destruction. But in the end, that is irrelevant; as destructive and chaotic as you 
were, you had been cheerful, finding bliss in yielding to what your heart truly 
wanted. | only regret that | fear I’ll never find a means by which the entire populace 
could become so intoxicated to throw away these idle illusions of a future that does 
not exist.” 


“I'd like to see you try using that in court.” Naoto muttered with annoyance. Of all 
the humiliation she and her acquaintances had suffered, it had all been just to test 
some stupid theory? She was happy this fucker was going to get thrown behind 
bars; probably for a long time given some of the crimes that the Investigation Team 
committed as a direct result of his actions. Justin continued to approach Takaya, 
gun trained on him the whole time, still an angered expression in his eyes. 


“Last night was HELL, you dumb shit. Because of you the woman | love is nowhere 
to be found, someone somewhere has a pipe shoved up their ass, at least twelve 
squirrels were burnt alive, Kanji is apparently a pedophile now, oh yeah, and 
someone’s missing a prosthetic finger.” 


“And | got a tattoo on my manhood. Don’t forget that.” Yu interrupted, as if not 
wanting his suffering to be diminished. To be fair, as painful as it probably was at 
the moment, that mistake could easily be remedied. Still pretty bad though. 


“Yeah and that!” Justin shouted at Takaya before turning his gaze back to Yu. “What 
exactly did you get tattooed on your Johnson anyway?” Justin questioned. His 
attention really should have been focused on Takaya, but since they were talking 
about tattooed dicks at the moment, he figured it was probably worth asking 
anyway. If it was a small one, at least the laser removal afterwards would be 
relatively painless, right? Yu smiled a bit. If there was one bright side to getting your 
wang inked, it was the tattoo itself. 


“It says ‘handle with care.’” Justin couldn’t help but chuckle. He was half joking 
when he thought earlier that would make for a good tattoo, but goddamn, think Yu 
actually did it... It WAS pretty funny. Would be weird in bed, but still. 


“Drunk you is hilarious.” 


“| know right? I’m actually thinking of keeping it.” Yu mused to himself. Or at least, 
he had until he got a sudden dirty look from Yukiko, which was really concerning in 
a lot of ways. One; angry Yukiko could kill you in a blink of an eye if she tried. 
Second of all... why exactly did she care about what Yu's dick looked like? Neither 
Yu nor Justin took her as that kind of girl; hell none of them did. Maybe it was a just 
in case thing. After all, if anyone was going to see his dick at any point, it would be 
his girlfriend, right? And that just so happened to be Yukiko at the moment. She 
wasn’t planning on looking at it anytime soon, but you know; just in case. 


“Can we focus!?” Naoto interrupted the two, getting a little annoyed by the two 
getting sidetracked when they had their culprit right here in front of them. Hell, 
even Takaya seemed bewildered why they would have this conversation in front of 
him. Perhaps he didn’t need to give the drinks to such fools; they seemed to be 
making assess of themselves without his assistance as it was. Justin waved his hand 
a bit, trying to push aside the abstract thought of their conversation with a sweep of 
his hand. For once, Naoto had a valid point. 


“Right, right, sorry. The point is; that’s not living in the moment or giving into the 
heart’s desires, that’s being stupid; and these are the consequences. Your 
hypothesis was wrong. You were wrong.” Justin lectured Takaya; though to be fair, 
the grey haired man didn’t seem very interested in Justin’s words. The boy didn’t 
seem to quite grasp that consequences were non-existent in a futureless world. 
“Now what’s going to happen is simple. Since you’re so convinced that there is no 
future; we’ll see how your perception changes when you have nothing to look 
forward to for the rest of your short pathetic life but iron bars. And you’re going to 
tell me right now where Chie is, or so help me god | will make sure the pain you feel 
will be so intense you’d WISH you weren’t living in the moment.” 


Takaya stared blankly at Justin for a while, still carefully observing that the boy was 
trying to inch his way ever closer. The change was subtle enough that someone who 
wasn’t expecting that wouldn’t notice Justin creeping forward; but alas Takaya knew 
he was going to try and get in close to take him down. “I’m afraid | cannot oblige. 
Telling you her location would only be tickling your fantasies of a tomorrow that 
doesn’t exist. | would suggest you stop worrying about what’s going to happen, and 
just... accept what life throws at you.” Takaya chuckled a bit, that devilish grin 
sweeping across his face again. Justin gripped his teeth together tightly, bottom lip 
clenched between his now trembling teeth, shaking with pure anger. Just accept it? 
JUST ACCEPT IT!? He would NEVER accept someone choosing his future for him; 
especially a future without HER. 


“Fucking TELL ME!” Justin shouted dashing forward and ready to smack Takaya with 
the butt of his revolver. What Justin hadn’t expected was for Takaya to anticipate 
the movement, grabbing Justin’s wrist mid swing and swatting his other arm 
towards his waist, grabbing at the revolver that had been stashed along his 
waistline. The intention was clear; Takaya was going to blow Justin’s brains all over 


the floor. The moment Justin threatened to put Takaya in a cell was the moment 
Takaya decided no one was leaving here without bloodshed. He had so much of his 
life already taken away from him, he wouldn’t have a second more of it stripped 
away from him. His theory had been tested, he had his results, and ultimately Justin 
and his accomplices were useless now. 


And yet, in his cold calculating mind as he quickly drew his gun and point the barrel 
up towards Justin’s jaw line, he had forgotten a truth that had been staring him 
down the face the entire time. Justin wasn’t the only that had a gun pointed at him 
this whole time. And while Takaya would like to have believed Justin was in the way 
of Naoto’s shot; his calculations had been off. Naoto squeezed the trigger ever so 
quickly when she saw the dangerous predicament Justin had managed to get into, 
her bullet skimming just along Justin’s rib cage and right through the center of 
Takaya’s chest. Pain immediately shot up through Takaya, blood squirting out from 
both his mouth and chest. He was frozen in place for only a brief moment, 
fingernails digging into Justin’s wrist as he tried to output the pain into the force of 
his hand before finally letting go, backing away slowly and stiffly. 


“Down on the ground!” Naoto shouted out to Takaya as he continued to back away, 
blood spewing out into his palm. Takaya’s wide eyed gaze of pain slowly shifted into 
that malicious grin of his again, a chuckle on his breath. No, there was no future. 
Not for him anyway. Maybe they could pull the bullet out from his torso, but they’d 
have to take him in for that. There was only two ways Takaya was leaving here. In 
police custody... 


...Or a body bag. 


“If you insist detective.” Takaya chuckled, still walking backwards. Everyone was a 
little confused why he said he was going to comply, yet he continued to walk 
backwards. And then it hit them; he was purposely walking towards the edge of the 
building. Justin’s eyes quickly darted back and forth between Naoto and Takaya, 
before trying to run after the bastard, hand extended. 


“Wait, don’t!” Justin shouted. He didn’t care if this fucker lived or died, but at the 
very least, he needed that information on Chie’s whereabouts. You couldn’t get that 
from a dead man. Alas; it seems some people would rather take their secrets with 
them to the grave. Some people just wanted to watch the world burn. Takaya 
chuckled giving a sarcastic wave before taking one last steb backwards, dislocating 
his body weight and tipping over the edge of the building. Mind you, this place was 
a good five or six stories high... There was... well... There was no chance he’d 
survive the fall; not in his fragile condition with a bullet in his chest anyway. A 
normal man would be luck to walk out with every bone in his body broken. Takaya 
was never normal though; and that had finally taken it’s toll on the man. 


The investigation team quickly rushed over to the side of the building, hoping to 
find Takaya in one piece. Even if he was an evil bastard, he was still a man after all; 


and this was no way to go out. Truth be told, the man certainly would have 
preferred going out on his own terms than succumbing to his condition, and while 
this wasn’t quite the way he envisioned it, he was more than satisfied that he went 
out with a bang. Justin peered over the roof, trying to identify Takaya on the ground 
below. Alas, anything once humanoid in shape had disappeared once he collided 
with the ground, blood and gore splattered in each direction. As each member laid 
eyes on the remains, they had to avert their eyes; even Justin, who usually didn’t 
even blink at this kind of gore in movies. It was a lot different watching that kind of 
stuff in a movie and having it happen in real life apparently. 


“I think I’m going to hurl.” Yukari remarked, trying to hold back the mucus trying to 
force its way out of her throat. This guy was a complete scumbag who should have 
been dead already as it was; but even then, you could say she developed some 
form of Stockholm Syndrome for the guy. She hated his guts, but the moment he 
exploded against the pavement like a watermelon, she couldn’t help but feel this 
painful sensation in her chest, a memoir of her past suddenly gone with the wind. 
After all, even if Takaya was an asshole, what he had suffered was inexcusable. 
Meeting such a deadly fate in the end... It wasn’t right. Even if he did choose this 
himself. Justin stared at the pavement beneath him, red stains scattered in 
everywhich direction before marching off, averting his gaze from the asshole for 
good. With him, so too did any and all leads the gang had to finding Chie die. 


“_..1 should notify a coroner.” 


